hard it is to see, through the mists surrounding
the i'utuie, their direction, their continuation,
their end. Elements still unconquercd by man,
as yet beyond the grasp of planning and mathe-
matics, are whirling about in these mists.
And in our progress among these elements,
we have our own aesthetics, so that the aesthe-
tics of flowers and parks are no longer capable
of moving me.

Another reason for this may have been that
Maria Kondratyevna came up to me with the
question:

"Why are you indulging in melancholy all
by yourself, Daddy?"

"How can I help being melancholy when
everyone has deserted me, even you?"

"I \vould be happy to console you. I
was looking for you, 1 didn't want to look at
the wedding presents without you. Come on!"

All Olya's possessions had been gathered
together in two classrooms. The guests w-ere
crowding about the display, cross, envious
women pursing up their lips and glancing
at me writh angry attention. They had super-
ciliously ignored our bride and married their
sons to farmstead lasses, and new it appeared
that the wealthiest brides had been within
their reach. I reccgnizcd their right to be in-
dignant with me.

"What are you going to do if the matchmak-
ers begin to come in crowds? " asked Bokova.
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